The Outsiders
by Patrick Bates
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Bill Rossetter, "Willie," was a buddy of mine in high school. We called him
Willie, not because it was short for William, but because Willie Nelson was his
idol. He'd drive around in his '67 Camero, a cigarette casually held between his
lips, an American flag-designed bandanna sloppily folded and tied around his
forehead, singing song after song of "Willie Nelson's Greatest Hits." He had an
awesome stereo in that car. In the summer, he loved to stop at a stop light,
windows down, and crank his stereo so loud that every other car around would
know he was a Willie Nelson fan.
His black hair was long, touching his shoulders, with slight curlsat the ends.
He always wore a white t-shirt and the same blue jeans - so old they were
practically white. Willie was the shortest of the group, only 5'6", and all the
Budweisers he drank were taking their toll on his belly.
Andy Boberschmidt, "Stoner," got his nickname because he listened to
heavy-metal, "stoney" music. He wasn't a stoney though -never
touched pot in
his life. He always wore those black Ozzy Ozborne concert t-shirts and straightleg Levis.
Stoner was the athletic one of the group. He stood 6'2", solid muscle. He was
the only white boy in high school who could slam-dunk a basketball.
He wasn't
on the basketball team though - he never tried out. He was quiet - an introvert
- around everybody except his friends. He was the kind of guy that never spoke
to anyone, but, after a couple of beers, you couldn't shut him up.
Jack Kenny, "Rodney," was also a buddy of mine. We called him Rodney
because he did the best Rodney Dangerfield impersonation
I've ever heard. He
could also do Jim Ignatowski from TAXI, as well as every teacher in school. But
his Rodney was the best and it cracked us up every time.
Rodney was tall and skinny, not very athletic, and the youngest of three boys.
His oldest brother was twelve years older than he, and the next brother was ten
years older. All of Rodney's clothes were hand-me-downs
from his brothers, and
the fashions were all out of style. He'd wear bell-bottom Wrangler jeans and
button-up shirts with big collars. But he didn't care-maybe
he just didn't know
any better. Other people called him a nerd, but they didn't know him like we
knew him. He always wanted to make other people laugh. It didn't matterif they
laughed with him or at him - just as long as they laughed.
I was the fourth person in the group, and we called ourselves the "Outsiders."
There was a movie, maybe some of you remember, about a group of greasers who
fit in with nobody but other greasers. Well, we didn't fit in with other people
either. After all, we weren't jocks, we weren't nerds, we weren't stonies, we
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weren't popu lar- we were just" everybody elses." We were the kind of guys wh 0
beard about the great party on Saturday night at so-and-so's two days after the fact
- usually in the cafeteria during lunch on Monday. But we didn't care: we had
each other, and that's all that mattered.
By the way, they called me "Rudy" after Rudy Valentino, the famous lover/
lady-killer of film. But I wasn't a lady killer-none
of us were. One night, after
we saw a movie, we went to Noble Roman's to hang out. Willie, Stoner, Rodney
and I saw these four blondes sitting at a table across the place. They were four of
the most gorgeous babes we had ever seen. They had to be from Carmelthe
prettiest girls were always from Carmel. We noticed they were looking our way,
giggling and pointing. So the guys dared me to go over and ask this one girl her
name and number. They promised me a case of beer if I'd do it.
So, what the hell, I did. As I neared the table I swore I had seen this one girl
before.
She said, "Pat? Pat Bates? Oh my God!"
"Michelle?
Michelle Misner? Oh my God!"
It turned out that this girl, Michelle, was my next-door neighbor when we
were kids. We were best friends back then. We'd play forhoursin her backyard
on her swing set, and we even had our own fort, hidden beneath her pine tree.
When she was seven, her family moved away, and I hadn't seen her since.
"My God, Michelle, I can't believe it! You've changed!" That little brownhaired tomboy who used to play tackle football with me now looked like Christie
Brinkley.
"You've changed too, Pat."
We ended up talking for twenty minutes,and Willie, Stoner, and Rodney all
sat at our table, staring at me in amazement the whole time. When the girls had
to leave, Michelle scribbled her phone number on a Noble Roman's napkin and
told me to call her. Then she kissed me on the cheek.
As I walked back to our table, man, was I cool. Those guys just stared at me
with the dumbest looks on their faces. They couldn't believe what they had just
seen. Right then, Stoner said, "Man, just like Rudy Valentino," and from that
point on, "Rudy" stuck.
I never told the guys that the reason I stayed at the girls' table so long was
because I knew Michelle - hell, that would spoil the whole thing. They really
thought I had some kind of charm over women. Theywere amazed. I was riding
high and loving it - and, I got a free case of beer.
Thatwas summer, 1983, we were all 16 and had just finished our sophomore
year of high school. We had all the time in the world and nothing to do. Those
were the days when we would stay up until one a.m., usually at Stoner's, watching
"R" rated skin flicks on latenightCinemax.
If we were lucky, somebody's parents
would go out of town. That meant only one thing: PARTY!
That summer, we had the party opportunity of a lifetime. WilIie'sparents left
for Daytona Beach fora wholeweekof
fun in the sun. We had a house! An empty
house! Man, this was gonna be great.
Willie had other ideas, though. No way could he have us over night after
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night; the neighbors would tell his parents. Besides, what if something valua bl e
got broken? Willie's mom collected ceramic owls, and they were everywhereon the fireplace mantle, on the coffee tables, even on the back of the toilet. Willie
was sure something bad was going to happen, so PARTY WEEK at Willie's ""i1.S
cancelled.
But...Willie's parents owned a cabin in New Freedom, Indiana.
"Come on man, let's go there!" Stoner said. "Nobody'Il know."
"Yeah, your parents are gone, " Rodney said. "We can party at your cabdn!"
This was even better than partying at Willie's. Why? Because we didn't naV"e
to go home and face our parents after slugging down six beers at Willie's. I den' t
know about the other guys, butmydad~waited
up forme. I'd stumble in,
smelling like a brewery, yawn and say, "I'm tired, goin' to bed. See you in the
mornin'." It always worked, but he knew what I was up to. Parents aren't naive.
Anyway, we convinced Willie that partying at the cabin would be the
ultimate. At first he didn't like the idea, but we convinced him otherwise. We'<!
have a weekend in the country ...beer ...no parents ...in the summer ...man, this Vias
perfect. Nothing could hold us back, except - what do we tell our parents?
Roney, the brain of the group, came up with the most foolproof plan
imaginable. "Let's tell them we're going to King's Island. Yeah. We can say w e'z-e
all spending the night at Willie's on Friday so we can get an early start on Saturday
morning. Then, let's tell them we're spending the night at a hotel because it' II b~
too late to drive home. We'll be home Sunday afternoon.
It'll work, man; it'll
work."
Thank god for Rodney's mind.
We all told our parents about our "weekend in Cincinnati," and, mir.acralously, they all consented. They trusted us. So that Friday afternoon, St~l1er,
Rodney, Willie and I all piled into Willie's green, rusted-out '67 Camero an~
headed south to New Freedom. All we bothered to pack were sleeping bags, hot
dogs, Doritios - and four cases of Budweiser.
Driving tothe cabin, all Willie wanted to play was his Willie Nelson tape. fie
sang right along with that twangy music in his own hickish voice. Songs like
"Blue Eyes Cryin' in the Rain" and "Texas Rose" started to get on our nerves.
"Come on, man, let' shear some Ozzie," Stoner said. "I'm sick of this COlt 'Iltry
shit."
"I got this new Rodney Dangerfield tape ...."
"Just put it on KISS 99," I pleaded.
"It's my car," Willie laughed, clenching a cigarette in his teeth. "I'll play vvh-a'
I wanna play."
"Do some Rodney - anything to drown out this twangy shit," StOlle!
protested.
"Rodney! Rodney!" we all chimed in.
"I tell ya', when I was a kid, man was I ugly. My dad used to make me sleep
naked in the kitchen to scare off the cockroaches."
Stoner had just taken a sip of his Coke, and laughed so hard the Coke spirled
out of his nose.
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"Watch it, man, you're messin' up my car!" Willie yelled. "Is there a towel
pack there?"
"My wife told me she wanted to have sexin the back seat of the car. She asked
me if I'd drive. I tell ya', no respect, no respect at all."
Stoner and I laughed so hard we were rolling around on the floor of Willie's
car.
"Cool it!" Willie shouted. He was so damned uptight. I guess he wasn't as
keen on the idea of partying at his parent's cabin as we were. "We're here
anyway."
As we pulled up the dirt road, cornfields were on both sides of us. The stalks
hung out overthe narrow road and brushed against the car. It was like one of those
car washes where they let you stay in the car while it's being washed.
"There's the cabin," Willie said.
Cabin? Man, this was a house. A cabin is something Abe Lincoln grew up in
- made of logs, with cool wooden floors and smoke curling out of the chimney.
Willie's cabin had white aluminum siding, a patio deck with a bar-b-que grill, and
all-weather furniture strewn about. There was a full bathroom, kitchen(with a
microwave), two bedrooms, and a living room with a color T.V. set.
So much for my idea of roughing it. I had this romantic notion of life in a
country cabin - of building a fire and roasting hot dogs; of staring at the stars and
listening to the bullfrogs moan; of telling ghost stories so scary you'd piss your
pants.
But no. We didn't have to build a campfire -we cooked our hot dogs in the
microwave. There weren't any bullfrogs to listen to-there
were, however, about
10 zillion mosquitos that lived on the green, slimy, dead-fish smelling pond.
There was no need for telling stories about hideous, death-stalking monsters
around a campfire - we had a T.V.
Itwas7p.m.
on Friday when we had just finished unloading Willie's car. The
sun was fading over the horizon, and the sky was a mesh of purple and orange.
You never see a sunset like that in the city. It was quiet - no people, no cars, not
even an airplane in the sky.
We were all sitting outside on the deck, listening to Ozzy Ozborne (it was
Stoner's box - he'd play what he wanted), drinking Budweisers and talking
about which girls at school we'd sleep with ifwe could. Willie said, "It's time to
sink the Bismark!"
We played this beer drinking game where you'd float a glass in a pitcher of
beer, and everybody would poura little beerin the glass. Whoever sank the glass
had to chug the beer without stoppingif you stopped, you had to drink a second
glass. It was a stupid game, but it was a quick way to get drunk.
So there we were, drinking and cussing and getting rowdy, listening to heavy
metal music so loud we couldn't hear ourselves think. No wonder nobody heard
the sheriff's car until its lights were beaming right at us.
"Shit, hide the beer! Hide the beer!" Willie half-whispered, half-screamed.
This man, about 50 years old, walked over to us with a German Shepherd by
his side. "Howdy boys. Doin' a little partying, are ya'?"
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We were busted. How could we get busted? Shit, it didn't matter how, but
we got busted.
"Where'syourmommies
and daddies?" he asked in a sarcastic, condescending tone.
We were petrified. Nobody wanted to talk. Rodney started to cry. 1 didn't
know what Stoner was feeling-nobody
ever knew what Stoner was feeling. 1
just wished 1 was home smashing lightning bugs with my whiffle bat.
Willie spoke up, "They're comin' down in the momin'."
Oh my God, he lied. How could he lie to a cop?
"I think you all better come with me to the station. You're gonna call your
parents."
Oh no, no, no, no. This couldn't be happening.
They think we're in
Cincinnati. We're dead.
At the station, which was nothing like the friendly jail run by Andy Taylor
in Mayberry, Stoner was the first to call home. It was 11 p.m. "Dad, you're not
gonna believe this, but ... "
Rodney was next. He was fighting back tears as he dialed, but nobody
answered. "They unplug the phone after 10 p.m. so they can sleep," he explained
to an unbelieving sheriff.
"Dad, I'm in some trouble ... " I said when I called.
Willie called his older sister and pretended it was his mom.
Thewait for our parents was unbelievable. The drive to New Freedom from
Indianapolis was only an hour and a half, but it seemed like my dad took three
days to get there. And my dad was the first to show up. Rodney rode home with
me and my dad-thank
god. My dad was silent the whole way home. I'd rather
have the silent treatmentthan the yelling treatment. Willie and Stoner had to wait
for Stoner's dad.
I got grounded for the rest of the summer.
Hell, I couldn't even go to
McDonald's with the guys.
Rodney wasn't punished all that bad. His parents had seen it all before with
his two older brothers.
Stoner's dad just laughed and said, "I've done things a lot worse in my day."
Stoner got off scott free.
Willie got the worst punishment of all. His dad sold Willie's car-his
pride
and joy-and
said he couldn't own another one until after high school. Man, that
was rough. All because we wanted to have a good time.
I rarely see those guys anymore. Willie got a girl pregnant when he was 18;
now he's married and has a 2-year-old daughter. He works at a gas station fixing
oil gaskets and carburetors. His fingernails are stained black.
Rodney's studying political science at Boston College-he
swears he'sgoing
to be president one day.
Stoner's in the army.
I'm just living one day at a time, not knowing what tomorrow will bring.
Life's funny.
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